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now took fresh breath, as he observed that with this sacrifice the
account was settled, and the Ghost had no more power over him.
So it was in fact; Eedcloak went towards the door, silently
as he had entered, without salutation or good-b'ye; and seemed
entirely the contrast of his talkative guild-brethren. But scarcely
was he gone three steps, when he paused, looked round with a
mournful expression at his well-served customer, and stroked the
flat of his hand over his black bushy beard. He did the same a
second time; and again, just as he was in the act of stepping
out at the door. A thought struck Franz that the Spectre wanted
something; and a rapid combination of ideas suggested, that per-
haps he was expecting the very service he himself had just per-
formed.

As the Ghost, notwithstanding his rueful look, seemed more
disposed for banter than for seriousness, and had played his guest
a scurvy trick, not done him any real injury, the panic of the latter
had now almost subsided. So he ventured the experiment, and
beckoned to the Ghost to take the seat from which he had him-
self just risen. The Goblin instantly obeyed, threw off his cloak,
laid his barber tackle on the table, and placed himself in the chair,
in the posture of a man that wishes to be shaved. Franz care-
fully observed the same procedure which the Spectre had observed
to him, clipped his beard with the scissors, cropt away his hair,
lathered his whole scalp, and the Ghost all the while sat steady
as a wig-block. The awkward journeyman came ill at handling
the razor: he had never had another in his hand; and he shore
the beard right against the hair; whereat the Goblin made as
strange grimaces as. Erasmus's Ape, when imitating its master's
shaving. Nor was the unpractised bungler himself well at ease,
and he thought more than once of the sage aphorism, What is not
thy trade make not thy business; yet he struggled through the
task, the best way he could, and scraped the Ghost as bald as he
himself was.

Hitherto the scene between the Spectre and the traveller had
been played pantomimically; the action now became dramatic.
" Stranger," said the Ghost, "accept my thanks for the service
thou hast done me. By thee I am delivered from the long im-
prisonment, which has chained me for three hundred years within
these walls; to which my departed soul was doomed, till a mortal
hand should consent to retaliate on me what I practised on others
in my lifetime.